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Where It Starts 


Author's Notes: 
Oh boy, another emotional fic with my two boys. Let's see how this one ends. 


"You lost man, so own up to your loss and get your ass into that tattoo parlor." Lars said slapping the small of 
Kirk's back with his palm. Kirk shot a hefty glare in Lars’ direction, but Lars continued to look past the glass 
doors of the tattoo place and ignored the pure heat in his eyes. 

"Lars, this is ridiculous." 


"This is completely reasonable." 


‘| was drunk when | agreed to eat eight saltines within sixty seconds, without washing it down with anything. 
Then | lost" 


"That just means you're weak and natural selection is coming for you." Lars felt two fingers pinch his ear and 


yank hard. Lars shrieked as Kirk bent down to meet his eye. 


"You, sir, are a cheapskate." Kirk growled, before releasing Lars‘ ear. Kirk straightened himself out while Lars 
was still somewhat bent over, cradling his bright red ear with two hands. Kirk started towards the doors, and 


Lars called out after him. 
"I hope they tattoo a huge penis on your forehead!" 


"Oh trust me, that would be a dream come true." Kirk snapped back, not even turning his head to look back as 
he passed through the doors. Then Kirk was gone. Lars could see Kirk speaking to a heavily tattooed man, his 
mohawk high and spiked, his eyes alight with recognition Lars could practically hear him saying: ‘You're that 
guy from Metallica. Lars laughed underneath his breath, and then turned around to take a seat at one of the 
street benches. 


The road before Lars was empty, the street lamps burning bright as the fall night continued to whistle by. 
Lars was glad that he was in the good part of town, because he made the promise with Kirk during the entire 


ordeal. 


Kirk eyed the saltines before him and then back at Lars. There was a look of knowing in his eyes, as if he knew 
that somehow, he wasnt going to make it. Kirk's previous determination seemed flimsy, and Kirk cleared his throat. 


"I will accept the dare, but..." 


"But what?" 


"You canot watch me as | get the tattoo. You have to promise me." Kirk said Lars was about to laugh straight in 
his face, and then say something along the lines of: 1 wouldnt dare miss a chance fo see you get a tattoo; but he 
had a certain look about him. Despite being drunk, there was an unusual soberness to how he put it Lars nodded 


once, and then Kirk readied himself. 

‘Start the timer.. now." 

Lars closed his eyes and inhaled the scent of the unoccupied street; beyond the blood red neon lights flashing 
in your face and the sound of cars crammed onto a busy road, the peace and quiet was a gift. Lars for a little 
while tried at thinking about what Kirk could be possibly getting as a tattoo. Then it drifted to, ‘why the hell 
did Kirk just willingly accept such a dumb loss to a bet. 

Kirk could've easily just set that boundary and said no. Kirk nowadays has no hesitations about being firm 
about what he's ok with and what he isn't ok with. He'd first had to endure whining and teasing from Lars 
Ulrich himself, but Kirk could handle it. Today's Kirk, wouldn't dare let such an outcome fly. 


Unless he's been wanting a tattoo. 


Lars frowned to himself. Lars wished that he added on something completely stupid, like ‘you have to tattoo 


my face onto your ass' or something so outrageous that Kirk would outright reject the idea Then he could 


rely the experience as a good laugh and move on with his life. 


‘Lars, you lost yourself a golden opportunity." He thought aloud. 


After what felt like hours, Lars felt a hand on his shoulder. 

"You awake?" Kirk murmured. Lars blinked his eyes a couple times and then turned his head to look at Kirk. 
"What time is it?" Lars asked. 

"1:23. The design | chose took longer than | thought." 

"Really? Oh man, | hope they got my nose right" Lars said Lars snickered as Kirk flicked his temple. 

"Come on, the car is around the corner." Kirk yawned, offering his hand to Lars. Lars took his hand, and once 
he pulled up, he held it for a moment longer than he should've. Kirk flicked his gaze to his, but Lars was quick 
to realize his mistake. He released Kirk's hand and then the two just stood there dumbly, staring at each other. 
Its too late for this shit 

Lars pulled on a tight smile and then looked off to the right. 

"Well, let's go." Lars already was started towards the corner, but he couldn't help but feel Kirk's eyes on his 


back as he walked away. Kirk soon followed at his heels without a word, and for the rest of the night, nothing 


was said. 


As Lars slowed to a stop in front of Kirk's apartment building, Lars heard the unclasping of Kirk's belt. Lars 
felt an obligation to say something, but when he glanced over to him, Kirk was already half-way through the 
door. Kirk briefly swiveled back to give Lars a grateful nod, and then Kirk shut the door and made way to the 
building. 


Lars had the half-mind to not honk his horn and flip the bird at him, but his frustrations kept growing. Lars 
pounded his fist into his thigh and threw his head back. 


"Fuck." Lars whispered. 
He had no idea what the hell he was doing anymore. 


"Fuck," Lars spat, "Fuck it all to hell” 


The next few days, they didn't speak; speaking meaning actual conversation. The regular, civil talks regarded at 
practices were mandatory, and it couldn't be avoided. Though, each time Kirk spoke to him, Lars felt wronged. 


Kirk's gaze wasn't warm and friendly, but it wasn't hostile and cold. 
It was neutral, and neutral was the thing that drove Lars up the wall 


Lars wondered, how over the years, they've managed to be friends. Kirk got by being able to live in the grey 
area, while Lars always found himself darting between two extremes. That was the only thing that never 
clarified over time. Not having comfort in either zone, Lars really wished he could do something to get some 


emotion into that look of his. There was nothing to read, no story to tell. 
He could never guess what's he's thinking, and it scared the shit out of Lars. 


He wanted something more than the ambiguity that hung around Kirk's short-lived facial expressions, the 
undecipherable looks, the touches that linger. Lars wanted to know if he somehow hurt his feelings, if he 
somehow did something that he wasn't supposed to and didn't know. There's something about the silence that 
Kirk induces that speaks volumes, but it's in a language that Lars doesn't understand. 


| don't know what he wants from me James." Lars groaned into his coffee cup. 


"What makes you think he wants something from you?" James asked, taking a sip of his black coffee. Lars 


sucked on his teeth. 


"That's another thing, I'm not even sure if he even needs something from me. He's just kinda there, and 
somehow, it's fucking me up. Bad" Lars looked into the empty coffee mug and nudged it aside. James averted 
his eyes as he thought and then focused back on Lars as a thought came around. 


‘ls it that hard to just be there with him?" James asked. Lars scratched at his chin. 


‘Its always been hard, but recently, it's been getting harder. There's just something that's.. scaring me? Shit, | 


don't know." 
‘Lars, what are you even scared of?" James said. 


"| just never know what he's thinking. | don't know what | do wrong with him, because somehow he's great at 
saying no and making sure people don't push him around. He's just doesn't express himself like he used to. When 
| first met him, he was expressive. | liked that a lot. Now he's just floating around it's not the same. It's not 


the same person--" 


"Lars." James cut in. Lars met his eyes. 
"Yeah?" 


"This is all on you, stop blaming Kirk. " James said. Lars stared at him, trying to make sense of what was just 


said to him. James' face remained calm, but there was a fire in his eyes. 
"What do you mean, I'm not--" 


‘Lars, I've been through therapy. I've been called out so many times on how | always try to point the finger at 


someore else. It doesn't fucking solve anything.’ 

‘lm not pointing the finger at anyone James--" 

"No, you are. You're pointing a nice, big fat finger at Kirk because you're scared of whatever the hell you're 
scared ofl It's you, not Kirk Kirk doesn't need to have to express everything he feels to be heard, thats how 
I've seen him grow. He doesn't need to change to suit your needs." 

Lars sat there and soaked up the words, then a blinding rage sparked through him. 

"James, do you think you're fucking better than me because you went to rehab?" 

"No, | just think you need to stop thinking that people will bend their will for you. That's all” James said. Lars 
felt as the anger jolted through him, and then it left him feeling empty inside. Lars leaned his elbows onto the 
table and buried his head in his hands. 

"Goddamnit, you're right" 

"The power of self-awareness and therapy goes a long way Ulrich." James sipped away at the last of his 
coffee and then flagged down a waitress for more. Lars looked to him through his fingers, and he found James 
searching his face. "Lars, can | ask you a question?" 

"Shoot." 

"What is your relationship with Kirk?" 

Lars looked off into the distance. 


"What do you mean?" Lars absently asked. 


"You know exactly what | mean." James’ growl returned, and Lars risked a look at James. Lars realized that he 


won't be able to avoid the question, because James knew. Just not exactly what, or how, or when. 


"James, look, it's complicated. Really complicated” 
"Just spill the fucking beans, I'll figure it out." 
"No, James," Lars lowered his voice, "you don't understand." 


"How do you know that, ‘tooth fairy'?" James lowered his voice as well. Lars pinched the bridge of his nose and 
threw his hand up. 


"Excuse me waiter, we would like the check!" Lars called out. Lars looked back as James was raising an 
eyebrow. Lars took the check and slapped a twenty on it, and then rose to his feet. 


"James, find a nice long route for us to drive on, because it's going to be a long story." 


Lars was seated in the passenger seat, a cigarette between his lips as smoke spilt from the corner of his lips. 
James had his hands on the wheel, driving his maroon pick-up truck down along the empty highway, the fall 
breeze streaming in through the open windows. 

"I never thought you smoked" James commented. Lars glanced over as he took a drag. 

"Stress-smoking has become a habit." Lars said. 


"Because of?" 


"Life. My wife left me and now | don't know what I'm doing for fuck's sake. | feel lost, | don't know what's here 


and what's not anymore." 

"Kinda like Kirk?" 

Lars pursed his lips. 

"What do you know already?" Lars asked. 

"| don't know, | can feel something in the air." 

"Explain" 

"You're always looking at him when he isn't looking, and the moment you turn away, he's looking at you. Its 


some weird game of push and pull and it's like you guys don't even know you're playing it. Hell, even Rob is 


seeing it." 


| mean, let me at least find a starting place." Lars said humorously, tapping the last of his cigarette ashes 


onto the road. James didn't return the tone. 


"Take your time." James said. 


The road before them stretched farther and farther before them, and then night threw its vast blanket over 
them. The sky breathed into the harsh hues of violet, red and orange, then the sun left the stage and the 
moon lit all in its path. Lars’ cigarette has long been abandoned, burnt down to the filter, but it was still 
balanced between Lars' pointer and middle finger. Neither have spoken for a comfortable hour, and the radio 
hummed out some obscure rock tune, the words illegible, the melody clear. Lars shifted up in his seat. 


"| got something." 


"Hit me with it" James said. Lars nearly forgot James was there, driving, with how quiet he's been. Lars 
fought with himself for a moment, and then he cleared his throat. 


"James, can | trust you To not.. freak out when | say this?" 

"Lars, come on--" 

"No, I'm serious, can / trust you™ Lars said. James groaned and ran a hand through his hair. 

"Sure. Go ahead." James said. Lars sighed, his chest almost too heavy for the words to come out. 

Nonetheless, they came out. 

"| cannot remember much about it, but this was after a show in... 1186? We were somewhere, and we all, from 
what | recall, were hammered. Both you and Cliff were on the streets, looking for girls, and Kirk and | stayed 
back. It didn't start off as serious, | swear, we were just fucking around for the most part. 

"It started off as roughhousing, a few punches and kicks, but somehow it just got fuzzy. | couldn't remember 
anything until.. now. | only remember this now, but fuck, / remember. It was so.. goddamnit, | don't even want to 
describe it to you. Long story short, he ended up on my lap, and we were drunk, and we got each other off. 
The next morning, neither of us remembered jackshit" 

Then the words faltered off to silence. 

James didn't as much look over to him as he pulled over to the side of the highway. James changed the gear 
on the car, and then drew his palm over his face, which then rested over his mouth. James’ eyes were filled 


to the brim with an implication that scared Lars, his expression bordering along the lines of disturbance. 


"James, please say something." Lars whispered. James brought the hand at his mouth to his forehead, and 


then he laughed. 
"Oh fucking man. Oh fucking man" James started, his laughter dry and sharp. 


"James, what the fuck? What the hell are you laughing about--" Lars could feel his voice rising, but James 


effectively cut him off 

‘Lars, he knew’ 

Lars' words dropped, and he was left with his heart in his throat 

" What?" 

"Lars, he.. Fuck, | knew it. | fucking knew it. It makes sense, it makes so much sense you don't even know-—" 
"James. 


"No, Lars, you don't get it--" James went on to babble, but then Lars' hands were at his collar and his angry, 


flushed face was an inch away from his. 


"Tell me!" Lars barked, "Tell me what so | can fucking get it! Because, right now, | don't get what the hell do 


you mean. Tell me, what do you mean he knew?!" 


His hands shook on the collar of the flannel that James wore, his teeth clenched together and his heart 
thudding in his ears. James' wide eyes, for a moment, were fearful. James' mouth was slack, no words in the 


air and no sound other than Lars’ shallow breathing. Lars swallowed down the bile in his throat, and let his 


hands fall to his sides. 
"Tell me, please." Lars croaked. 


Lars was nearly sure that he just earned himself a good punch to the face, but he braced for nothing. James 


decided to belt it out. 


‘Sometime during that tour before Cliff passed, Kirk started to act strange. He always looked to you, and he 
looked at you as if he couldn't have you. Back then he couldn't hide what he was feeling for shit, but back then 
you couldn't have been more oblivious. | even remember seeing Cliff bring back Kirk from a bar, and he was 
dead-ass drunk, rambling on about you. Cliff claimed that you two got into a fight but Kirk wasn't talking about 
a fight. He was even fucking crying, god, years later | wondered what happened. That night, for some reason, 


haunted me. 


"Then next thing you know Cliff is dead and Kirk broke down Kirk stopped wearing his heart on his sleeve and 
then that was that. Kirk came out as a different person, and yet, his eyes followed you. Even today, they still 
do. They really do." 


Lars' thoughts were pure static. His brain was running at IOO mph and memories that never seemed important 
kept coming back. The ironic kisses that lasted too long, the look in his eyes, the words that never came to 


light. 

But it made sense. All of it did 

"James, how far are we from Kirk's apartment?" 

"Shit, were maybe thirty minutes away, and besides, we're almost out of gas-~" 

"Ill pay for the gas, just," Lars paused to suck in a breath, "please get me there any way you can’ 

James rubbed at his temples and then started the car back up, the engine roaring to life. 

"| never thought that you'd realize this twenty years later" James said as they pulled themselves back onto 
the road. The air felt brisker, cutting through them as it filtered in through the open window, but Lars 


couldn't feel it. 


"Better late than never." Lars said. All Lars heard was a grunt, and then it was quiet. He was thankful for the 


words best not spoken, and allowed himself time to reflect. 


As James’ truck slowed to a stop, James had catch the hem of Lars’ jacket before he tumbled out of the car. 


‘Lars, what are you even doing to do?" James said. Lars stopped his haste and took a look to the man in the 


driver's seat. 

"| don't know James, but | need to do this. | just need to." Lars said. Something in Lars’ gaze must've convinced 
him, because he did not do much else other than nod and release the hem of his jacket. Lars headed from the 
car, and began to close to door, but then he paused. Lars peered back. 

"Hey, James?" 

James acknowledged him with a glance over. 

"Thank you." 

Then Lars shut the door and then embarked down the cement pathway that led to the apartment complex. 
James sat there, watching as Lars scuttled onwards through the doors, to disappear into the building. James 


then found that Lars left his cigarettes in the car. James was tempted to call Lars, but he assumed that he 
had more dire matters to worry about. 


Instead, James plucked one cigarette from the pack, and stuck it between his lips. He then took the lighter 
beside the pack and lit it. James took one, long drag and then as he eased the seat back, he exhaled a huge 


sum of smoke. 


"Finally, its over." 


In the End 


Author's Notes: 
[T pages of emotional turmoil. | really hope you guys enjoy this, bc gotdam, | WORKED MY ASS OFF ON THIS.. 


Lars nearly tripped over his own feet trying to speed from the elevator, which got him several curious looks 


from the people heading to the level above; but he couldn't care less. He pushed forward down the hall and 
then at the forked hallways, he took a left. Lars felt his heart lurch forward in his chest as he caught sight 
of Kirk's door, and he stopped right before it. 


Lars wiped his sweaty palms on his pant leg and forced himself to take a deep breath. 
"Shit, what am | going to do?" 


Lars wished that he thought this through, but he knew that he was too deep in. He's at his doorstep, and if he 


turned back now, then he knew that he would never get another chance. 
Lars knocked once, and the thud echoed loud in the hall, louder than his heart and louder than the doubt. 
It was now or never. 


Lars heard a few rustles behind the door, and the doorknob began to turn. The scene played by in slow motion, 
his every sense heightened. A soft gust and the comforting smell of Kirk's apartment hit him like a gale, and 


the face in the doorway felt much closer than it actually was. 
"Hey?" Kirk said. 


Lars examined every feature of his face, and for the first time in his life, really looked at him. He took in his 
chestnut brown eyes, which seemed more alert than usual, even cautious as they observed Lars. His warm 

brown skin was barely illuminated by the dull ceiling lights in his apartment, unblemished and soft. Lars could 
hear Kirk's breath, steady and booming in his ears; and Lars wasn't entirely sure, but he could feel the heat 


emanating off his body. 
"Earth to Ulrich." 


Every moment was another held breath for Lars, another thought crawling by. As another minute passed, was 


pretty sure that he looked like an idiot. Kirk's gaze began to turn into concern as Lars continued to blankly look 


through him. 


‘Lars, are you ok?" 


"No. 


Lars' hands were on Kirk's face, and his heat burned through the tips of his fingers. Lars felt the world tip 
away as he leaned into him, and then felt Kirk's lips against his. 


Nothing made sense anymore, everything was wrong. He didn't know what he thinking, and he didn't know what 
else to do. He never knew what to do with him, and it was almost hopeless. Lars gave himself away for a bare 
moment, and then it was over. Lars pulled away and let his hands drop from his face. A moment of quiet 


passed before Kirk's voice emerged. Lars didn't as much look him in the eye. 

"Lars?" 

"Yeah?" 

"W-What was that?" 

Lars heard the unmistakable tremor in his voice, and he couldn't stop himself when his own head snapped up. 


His bright eyes swam with confusion and fear, and other things that seemed too deep to put a name to. The 
light fractured off his tears and cast shadows down his cheeks, rolling down to drop off his chin. He didn't 
make much of a sound, his breathing even weaker than before. Lars wanted to be polite and look away, but he 


didn't. He couldn't dare lose another moment like this. 
"Lars, tell me." Kirk softly said. 
|" Lars started, his voice just as low, "I think | love you." 


Kirk brought the heel of his hand to wipe at his tears, and then he breathed out harshly. It was fruitless 
effort, because only more kept coming. Kirk resigned to a strained sob, and then grabbed for Lars’ wrist. Lars 
looked down, and then nudged his hand that his hand fell into his. Lars then felt Kirk's fingers intertwine with 
his. 


"Can | come inside?" Lars asked. Kirk answered him by pulling him inside, one hand still was wiping at his cheek, 
his other interlocked with Lars’. Lars nudged the door closed behind him, locked it, and then turned to look back 
at Kirk. Kirk sniffed and then weakly motioned to the room behind him. 


"Let's sit" Kirk said. They walked over, hand-in-hand, into what was known as Kirk's living room. 


He's been here before. The coffee table was still littered with the same magazines and the same coasters, and 
the glass patio door overlooked the lively city, bright and blaring in the distance. The carpet underneath his 
shoes and the ceiling above him, didn't change either. Kirk led him to the couch, and Lars sat. Lars glanced up 
to him, as he expected him to join him on the couch, but Kirk released his grip on his hand. 


"| have a bottle of wine in the cabinet, let me grab it" 


It didn't take long for him to return, two glasses in hand and the suggested bottle in his other. He seated 
himself beside Lars, and handed a glass to him. Lars took the glass and said a quick ‘thank you' before Kirk 
tried to pop the cork. 


Lars watched him struggle for a moment or so, which, in a cruel way, was actually pretty funny. The 
frustration started to show itself on his previously solemn features, and Lars had to laugh at the absurdity 
of it. Kirk raised his gaze to his as Lars set his glass on a coaster. 

"Do you need help?" Lars asked. 

"Er, | bet I'm fine--" Kirk began, nervously eyeing back to the bottle. Kirk's words ended in a stutter as Lars 
slid his hand over his. Lars then took both his glass and the bottle from his hand, and set it on the coffee 
table. Lars then cupped his jaw with one hand and turned his head that they were eye-to-eye. "But Lars, what 
about the--" 

"Screw the wine, | want you" 

Kirk tried to say something, but only tears came. His tears landed hot on Lars' palm, and Lars said nothing. He 
only leaned closer that his forehead was against his, his thumb swiping away at the tears that kept falling. 
Kirk's hiccups turned to sobs and they racked him for all he got. He trembled as weeped, his words coming out 
as a mess. 

‘I'm sorry, | really am--" Kirk rambled. Lars merely hushed him by gingerly pressing his lips against his. 

This wasn't like the other kisses he's had with him. He's pecked him on the mouth a couple of times for show, 
and one daring moment during an interview, he decided to straight up make-out with him. (James nearly killed 
them for that) 

But this, this was different. 

There was no crowd to shock, no James to piss off, no one but them. Not one of them kissing the other for 
laughs, or for shock value. It wasn't the game of cat-and-mouse they've been playing for years and years on 
end; with no end in sight and one bound to lose. 

It was a kiss that defined what the two of them craved for the longest time; and that was honest emotion. 


Kirk pulled away, and then looked to Lars. 


‘Lars, you know how long have | been waiting to hear those words?" Kirk whispered. 


"Twenty years." Lars answered. Kirk hung his head and shuddered through a deep breath. Their hands found 


each other once more, and Lars dipped his head that he could connect with his lips again. 


Soon the slow, deliberate kisses became deeper, even urgent. Lars licked the seam of Kirk's closed mouth, and 
Kirk opened up to him without a hint of trepidation. Kirk's taste was dizzying, and Lars could barely pull air into 
his lungs; because there was so much to take in of Kirk and it was a world that Lars forgot. Lars had to 


steady his shaky hands on his hips, because he already drowned in Kirk. 
The Kirk that he knew. 


Not the man who was constantly hiding and running and looking down at his feet because he didn't have the 
heart to speak his truth. Not the man who layered and layered years of anger and denial until he got lost in 
the midst of it; until he became the anger and denial. Not the man who was hellbent on living in the darkness 


of his former self, his past a mask for the future that he couldn't keep. 
Because that was never Kirk. 


From the eager hands yanking the jacket off Lars’ shoulders, and the warmth of Kirk's skin against his 
fingertips; Lars felt how real this was. He wasn't dancing with a shadow of a man who didn't know what they 
want, but he was embracing a man whose voice resonated through him like a heartbeat. Whose body was real 


and tangible against his, responding to his every touch, breathing synced with his own. 
The man that he loved was right in his arms. 


Then footsteps are fumbled and they are barely able to make it to the bedroom because Lars can't wait. 


Damn, he's waited for too long and he's taking every chance to worship the guy whenever he could. 


That meaning that they're only two doors away from the bedroom and Lars has Kirk's legs hooked his 
shoulders, up against a wall while Kirk is moaning low in throat, half-heartedly urging Lars to get to the 


bedroom. 


Lars wasn't listening to him mostly because he could feel his thighs shaking as he took him into his mouth, and 
the sensation alone did funny things to Lars' ability to think straight. Then there's the image of Kirk slowly 
coming undone right before him, with his curls heavy on his shoulders and sweat beaded at his chin, with his 


eyes half mast as his pleas turned to nothing more than Lars' name. 


His moans were broken, not smooth nor luxurious, but thick and so full of want that he wanted to do 


everything in his power to pull every last sound out of him. 


Then Kirk's fingers are in his hair and- oh -that's a nice sensation, but he didn't put them there as 
encouragement. Lars came off with a pop as Kirk is fighting to even out his breathing, and then he got out: 


"Jesus christ Lars, the bedroom. The bedroom" 


Lars blinked up at him. 

"| thought the against-the-wall blowjob rendezvous was pretty sexy." 
Kirk rolled his eyes. 

"I think so too, but at this rate you're going to make me come." 

"So? Isn't that the point?" 

‘| want you to fuck me Lars." 


Lars was so, so glad that Kirk couldn't see how red his face was. Lars just thoughtlessly swept him back into 
his arms and kicked the bedroom door open, and threw Kirk outright onto the bed. 


Kirk's hair fanned against the bedsheets with a bounce, and Lars was about to dive in before Kirk was pushing 


him back by his forehead. Through Kirk's fingers, Lars eyed him in questionable distress. 
"Lars." Kirk said once. 


"Kirk, you can't just say that and expect me to react calmly." Lars whined, and Kirk moved his hands that he 


could look him in the eye. 

‘Its not my fault that you're such a horny bastard" Kirk said. 

‘Ive wanted to do this with you for twenty years," Lars leaned forward with a whisper, "its hard not to be." 
Kirk bit his lip and Lars swore he saw him blush, but then Kirk spoke up: 

‘| want to show you something." 


Lars furrowed his brow, but said nothing as Kirk slid from underneath him to sit up on the bed. The moonlight 
traced his outline as his fingers hovered over the hem of his t-shirt. 


"Remember that stupid bet?" 
Lars snorted. 


"How could | forget?" Lars said. With a little more thought, Lars frowned. "Wait, are you stopping our hot love- 


making so you can show me my face on your ass? Please tell me you didn't actually get that tattoo." 


"No! Jesus Lars, it's actually something serious.’ 


"Oh. Then go ahead" 

Kirk did one more exaggerated eye roll for effect, and then took his shirt off in one, graceful motion. 

Lars, with his eyes adjusted to the darkness of the room and the bare light streamed in through the window, 
saw the inked skin of the left side of his ribcage. Lars traced his eyes over the thin, intricate lines, smooth 
and they reached all the way down to his left hip. Lars at first, was dumbfounded. 

It was the solar system. With a beaming sun and the planets reaching as far as pluto, circling about with their 
own business, at their own leisurely pace. Nothing about the drawing itself was forced, so natural and calm, 


that it spoke to Lars and streamed into him. Then that calm turned to an overwhelming sensation of adoration, 


of love for the other, and then he had to beg the question 
"Why?" Lars whispered, not trusting his voice to stay even 
"Faith." Kirk said 

"For what?" 


"That everything would be ok That even if the planets didn't align, that nature would take it's course and lead 


me home." Kirk paused, considering his next words carefully, and then said: 
"That was the day | gave up on you." 


Kirk may've laughed the words, but his voice cracked. Lars felt a lump form in the back of his throat, and 
when Lars couldn't find the words to respond, he scooted up that he was face-to-face with Kirk. 


Kirk's gaze was gentle, though sad, and Lars could feel his lungs become lead in his chest. Lars fingers 
tentatively traced over the black lines of what was earth on his ribcage, and then looked back to see Kirk was 
crying again. 


"Kirk--" 


‘Lars, | love you." Kirk blurted. Lars somehow felt his chest tighten, not with pain, but with a completely 


different emotion. 
"| love you too." Lars murmured, the words coming out on their own. 
Kirk's eyes widened, and it almost hurt to see the surprise on his features. That he didn't think that maybe 


Lars did love him back, like it was too good to be true of something. Then Lars felt a resolve solidify within 


himself, and that resolve was to treasure the damn man. 


Because, hell, he deserved it. 
Lars cupped his face. 


"Kirk, | am going to make such sweet love to you on this bed, that you will know that | love you, do you 
understand me?" Lars said. 


Through the doubt in Kirk's gaze, Lars saw the trust glint beneath the surface, and he smiled too. 
"| understand." 
Lars kissed his eyelids and wiped at the tears, then Lars kissed him like he never kissed him before. 


Feverish and hard, desperately slow and drawn out, heavy with the pressure and the thick moans that were 
coming through them both. Lars' hands drew over his body with an intention to worship, to touch every inch 
of the man now underneath him. From his dewy brown eyes to the freckles on his chest from being in the sun 


so much, to his firm hands to his shaking thighs. He wanted every bit of him, nothing left out. 


Lars' mouth moved, his tongue running over the taut chord of his neck to the juncture of where his shoulder 
started, and he sucked hard. Kirk's fingers wove themselves into his hair and tugged, a deep moan of 
appreciation coming from the other. There came the pleasure buzzing in his head again, making it hard to 


breathe, the scent, the taste of Kirk sending him into a spiral. 


Then Lars! mouth moved down and down, over his nipples, his abs, his navel, to where he finally was above 
Kirk's leaking cock. He looked up to Kirk through his eyelashes, and found Kirk's blown pupils staring down at 
him. The excitement in his eyes sent a shot of heat straight to Lars' own cock, and found himself gripping 

Kirk's hips tighter when he heard the moan that came from him at the first lick. 


Lars nudged Kirk's legs wider, and began to swallow him down to the best of his ability. Lars wasn't in a hurry, 
and from the looks of it, neither was Kirk. Kirk appeared blissed out, his lips parted as he moaned, his hips 
leisurely rolling up into his mouth. The sight itself, Lars could easily get off on, because Kirk looked so sinfully 
good, falling apart at his hand like that. Lars then felt Kirk pull him off by his hair again, and Lars shot him 


another questioning gaze. 


"What? Do you want to be blown against the wall again?" Lars remarked instinctively, his sarcasm second 


nature even when he's so turned on he might as well come in his boxers. 
Kirk didn't even have the energy to roll his eyes anymore. 


"Fuck me, please." Kirk breathed, and Lars had to take a second to catch his breath. Lars kneaded his hips for a 
moment as he did so, and then he asked: 


"Lube?" 


"Second drawer, please hurry." Kirk asked softly, and Lars was up and going for it. It took him maybe a second 
to find it, and then he was back on the bed and between his legs again. He popped open the cap and then 


poured some onto his fingers. 

"Have you, uh, done this before?" Lars asked, all his efforts put into not stuttering like some sort of idiot. 
"Yeah." Kirk answered. 

"Have you ever thought of me when doing it?" Lars asked. 


"Yeah." Kirk answered, his voice smaller. Lars felt his toes curl at the thought, and then he shuddered through 
a deep breath. 


"Jesus christ Kirk" Lars breathlessly laughed, before settling one hand on his inner thigh and positioning the 
other. Lars' finger pushed at the ring of muscle, and it gave away to a tight heat nearly immediately. Kirk let 
out a shallow sigh from the sensation, and then he spoke up: 


"Add another, | won't break." 


Lars licked his lips and then pushed in another finger, and somewhere his memory blanked out, and he came 
back into focus with Kirk writhing underneath him. Kirk's hands clawed at the sheets and his eyes were 
screwed shut, and the moans he was getting out of him were no where near perfect, but goddamn, they were 
perfect to him. To Lars, it was the sexiest damn thing he has ever heard. Lars didn't even really know what he 
was doing to Kirk, but he found something, that's for sure. 


Lars mindlessly thrusted his fingers in and out, soaking in the trembling body before him, and then he wanted 
to taste him. He leaned in and licked one, long stripe from his collarbone to his jaw, and then pressed in for kiss. 
Kirk's hands shot to his hair as his hips bucked, his moans leaking through the corners of his mouth as he 
kissed him. Kirk then moved his mouth away, and tugged Lars' head down so he could whisper in his ear. 


"Do it" 

Kirk's voice nearly reached a growl, and boy, didn't that scramble Lars' head up some more. Lars pulled his 
fingers out, in which Kirk moaned at the loss, but then Lars yanked his boxers down far enough for his cock 
to bob out. He was so hard that the head was purpling, precum dribbling down the underside. Lars could see 
Kirk staring at it with such a hunger that it was inane, and Lars couldn't help but feel flustered. 

"Like what you, uh, see?" 


Note: when Lars got flustered, some stupid shit is bound to come out of his mouth. 


Kirk looked back to his face, and then he laughed, not rolled his eyes or scoffed at him. Another of those 


sweet laughs that made Lars' heart melt. 


"Yes, and | would very much like it in me right now." Kirk said with a ridiculous eyebrow waggle that got Lars 


laughing too. 
"Fucker." Lars giggled. 


Lars' hands rested on Kirk's hips for balance, and the touch didn't feel awkward or out of place. Something 
about how they moved together, wasn't awkward or strange, but normal. Lars felt like he's been doing this for 
years, even though it was the first time. Kirk was still giggling as he urged Lars for some more kisses, and 


Lars couldn't even find any reason to be nervous anymore. 


As Kirk's lips melded against his, he assumed his position and then nudged himself in Kirk at first tensed, but 
then at the reassuring hand at his side, he relaxed and he slipped in A low moan rung in the air, from the 


both of them, with Kirk's head lolling back onto the sheets and Lars dropping his forehead to Kirk's collarbone. 
"Shit-- ah, you're tight" Lars said through gritted teeth, and Kirk's shaky hand stroked the back of Lars’ head. 


"Take your time, because if you move right now | might just come on the spot." Kirk said softly, the humor in 
his voice warped by his ragged breathing. Lars felt himself twitch in Kirk, and in which he tightened around 
him, sending another round of white to edge his vision. Then Lars slipped his arms around his waist while Kirk's 


back was arched off the bed, and just laid on him. 

Kirk soon relaxed and then his fingers threaded through Lars’ tangled hair, his breathing turned to a soft hum 
in Lars‘ ears. Lars nuzzled against him, pressing light kisses against the flushed skin, and he could feel Kirk's 
smile from how tender his touches have become. Time seemed to have broken its stream to occupy this 
moment, to reserve this snapshot for the two of them, and Lars felt that any second he could just slip away 
and simply exist with Kirk, and Kirk only, in his arms. 

Kirk, instead of yanking at his hair, caught his attention this time around with a soft coo. 

"Lars." 

Lars glanced up, his mind spaced out as he tried to refocus on the face before his. 

"Yeah?" 

"Do you want to make sweet, sweet love to me or not?" Kirk said, his grin sending surges of both heat and 
love through his veins. Lars laughed and unwrapped his arms from his waist, moving that he was looming over 


Kirk's face. 


"You ready?" 


"Yeah." Kirk said, and then Lars pistoned his hips forward. 


Lars didn't know if he was lucky or he just had good aim, but Kirk cried out with such volume at first that 
Lars nearly thought that he hurt him. Alarmed, Lars was about to pull out, but then Kirk had his hands on his 


shoulders and there was a fire burning in his eyes so violently that Lars was frozen in place. 


"Don't pull out! You idiot! That felt good!" Kirk scolded, and then Lars felt himself burn red all the way down to 


his neck. 
Wow, ok. That was hot. 


Lars' next thrust was earth-shattering, and then Kirk held onto him for dear life as his voice cracked from 
the suddenness of it. His fingernails dented his skin and raked over his shoulders, but Lars could barely feel it 
over how good he felt. 


There was a white heat that shot through his veins and sparked heat and energy to his very fingertips. He 
felt the satin of Kirk's bedsheet underneath his fingertips, to their ragged moans mixing in the air; Lars felt 


like he could explode. 
"Lars- oh my god--" 


Lars struggled to fill his lungs with air, his eyes threatening to close due to the pleasure, but the images 
before him were too good to give up. 


Kirk was biting that lower lip of his in such a way that it showcases how red and abused it is from the harsh 
kisses they've exchanged. Along with how the muscles underneath Kirk's skin rippled and tensed, flowing and 
dancing to the tone of Lars’ thrusts. With how misty Kirk's brown eyes were, almost teary and glazed over, 
but he never took his eyes off of Lars for a second, 


He loved him. He really fuckin’ did. 


"l-I love you so, so much--" Lars groaned, pressing frantic kisses onto Kirk's mouth, in which he returned with 
equal passion and force. Kirk's whimpers through the kisses consisted of affirmations of love and caring words, 
and soon they were holding each other. Lars had his forehead buried into the crook of his shoulder and they 
were chest to chest. Lars had his arms wrapped around his waist and Kirk's arms around his shoulders; and 


from there, they weren't going to last long. 


It simultaneously felt like their last and their first, a desperate hold for more time, and they were losing it. 
Lars' thrusts became uncoordinated and Kirk's babblings didn't even make sense anymore, but it didn't matter 
anymore. Lars squeezed his eyes shut as the heat became unbearable, and suddenly he felt his lungs constrict 


and his every muscle in his body go rigid. 


"Fuck, Kirk, l-Im about to--" 


"Come in me" 


Kirk's whisper was somehow so still, so put together and calm in this moment of absolute chaos; that the 


moment Lars heard it, he completely fell apart. 

One more thrust and he's coming hard, clutching onto Kirk as the world around him dropped away into pure, 
white light. Red hot pleasure washed over him in fast, unforgiving intervals, that he couldn't feel, hear, taste 
anything else other than him. 

All he knew was Kirk, and only him. 

When felt like an eternity passed, the peak ended and Lars could feel the slick, heaving body of Kirk underneath 
his. Lars unwrapped his jelly-like arms and used his elbows to prop himself and blink his way back into reality. 
He focused back on Kirk, and he swore if he wasn't so spent, he would get hard again. 

Kirk looked wrecked, for lack of a better term. 

Kirk's dazed eyes found their way to his, and he took another gulp of air, before he said: 

"That was amazing" 

Lars crookedly smiled at him and then pressed a wet kiss on his cheek. 


"Told you | would make sweet love to you" 


As Lars spoke, he pulled out, which drew a soft sigh from Kirk. Lars dared to glance down and felt himself 


turn red all over again 
"Uh," Lars glanced back up, "Do you wanna.. clean up before we do anything else 

Lars could see how red his cheeks got, even in the dull light 

"Yeah, sounds like a plan" Kirk agreed. 

Lars grunted and then without another word, swept Kirk up in his arms once more, bridal style. Lars knew that 
if they hadn't been through some mind-blowing sex, he wouldve shrieked and probably fought him to put him 


down Instead, Kirk just relaxed in his arms as soon as the initial protest faded away. 


Lars gave him a good pat on his head for good measure, but he made sure to not say "good boy". Kirk may be 


tired, but he could easily find the will to bite his finger off if he tried to pull a stunt like that. 


Kirk nuzzled into the hand, and then with a smile, Lars thought: "Hey, this isn’t foo bad." 


It took them a good 20 minutes to deal with the aftermath of their ‘activities’, which consisted of a lot of 
dumb jokes and groping. Neither of them minded this, it was just that they were dead-ass tired and the bed 
now looked more inviting to sleep on than anything else. Soon they found themselves covered by new, fresh 


linens and tucked in each other's arms. 


Kirk fell asleep immediately once his body met the mattress, so Lars had to figure out a way to wrap his 
arms around him without somehow getting kicked off the bed in the process. In the end, Lars managed and the 
apartment was only filled with the soothing sound of Kirk's soft snores. 


Sleep didn't find Lars easily. His chest was still buzzing, his heart was still beating so loudly in his ears, and 
Lars was afraid that this was some sort of dream. That he would wake and find himself alone again, and that 
he'd have to live apart from Kirk. To never see him the way he did tonight ever again. 

While deep in his thoughts, Lars’ fingers idly roamed over Kirk's side, and then his fingers found the tattoo 
again He could feel where the ink was by the slightly raised skin, and with a little bit more skimming, he could 
tell what was what, and where was what. 

His fingers faintly traced over what he knew was the sun, and then fanned out his search. He touched 
Mercury, Venus, Earth, and beyond all that. He dappled over the asteroid belt and dipped into a sea of comets, 
and then he found himself at Pluto. 

And he repeated this until he felt that he mapped out everything. 


Lars felt his eyes close somewhere along the way. With the droning sensation of Neptune underneath his 


fingertips, he found himself able to drift away; to sleep soundly with faith against his skin. 

That night, he dreamt of the stars. 

Lars‘ eyes opened warily, and the harsh, orange light that streamed in through the window made it harder to 
adjust. So he turned his head away and grumbled, to only feel that the space beside him was empty. 

Lars quickly sat up in bed, wide awake, with his sweat prickled with skin and alarm ringing like a bell in his bed. 
Kirk. 

Lars then remembered that he was in Kirk's bed. 

Lars fell back onto the pillows and felt the embarrassment tint at his skin He glanced over to the crumpled 


sheets where Kirk left his mark, and then let his eyes roam to the door of the bedroom. Lars debated 


whether he should sleep in or not, but the scare has left him restless, and so Lars is up and going through 


Kirk's drawer of boxers. 

Lars couldn't help but scoff at the horror-themed boxers, and just to spite him, slipped on the ‘Dracula’ pair. 
Then he trekked out of the room and down the hall, where Lars could catch the faint scent of tea in the air. 
As Lars got closer to the kitchen, he couldn't understand why he felt scared. 

There was an incomprehensible black pit that was gnawing at his insides and somewhere inside of him, he 
wondered if Kirk would be there. Would Kirk look him in the eye and even acknowledge him? Or would Kirk avoid 
his gaze and ask him politely to forget that this ever happened. 

He wondered if Kirk meant any of last night. 


By the time Lars was at the doorway of the kitchen, Kirk was seated on the granite counter beside the sink, 
sipping away at what smelled like chamomile. The soft light of sunrise came in through a nearby window, and 
captured Kirk in such a manner that his heart stopped in his chest. 


His brown eyes glowed and so did his skin, along with his wild curls and his features stricken by the morning 
beams. A loose white t-shirt, Lars’ t-shirt, was crumpled and translucent on his frame, but it wasn't out of 
place on his body; as if the article of clothing belonged to him. His composure was loose, quiet and waiting, and 
once Kirk saw him, Lars knew that he was expected. 

"Lars, are you ok?" Kirk asked. 


"What do you mean?" Lars asked in turn, but he didn't expect to find his voice shaking. 


"You're crying." Kirk replied, and then Lars’ hand shot to his cheek. Lars then found that, in fact, he was crying. 


Lars looked to Kirk, dumbfounded, and then it made sense. 


Lars didn't make the effort to stop his crying, and instead lumbered towards Kirk, whose arms were open and 


ready to envelope Lars. Lars then buried his face into Kirk's chest as Kirk's arms looped around his shoulders. 
Kirk didn't choose to comment or ask any questions, and Lars was grateful. Then the tears came more and 
more and he was sobbing, trembling as Kirk's arms squeezed him closer. Kirk rested his chin on top of Lars’ 
head and Kirk soothed him with soft hands and a warm voice. 

"Its ok, Lars, it's ok." 


Lars then fell apart for the second time, once more in Kirk's arms. 


After a minute of weeping and the release of emotion that Lars didn't know he had within himself, he sniffed 
and pulled together the loose pieces of his dazed mind. Then he felt compelled to speak. 


"| don't want to go back to where we were Kirk | really hated that.” 


"You're telling me." Kirk said with a chuckle. 


Lars moved so that he could wipe at his eyes and then faced Kirk. Kirk's gaze wasn't anything other than 
loving, and that was nearly enough to make Lars tear up again. Kirk popped a kiss on Lars' forehead and then 


gave his cheek a quick pinch. 


"Honestly, | was thinking to myself about how scared shitless | was about how | was going to wake up and see 
you not next to me. So, to prevent you escaping my apartment, | stole your shirt, so you would have to find 
me. So | could have one last chance to talk this out with you if somehow you ended up thinking that sleeping 


with me was a mistake. That maybe you didn't mean those words." 


Kirk's smile turned impossibly warm, and Lars didn't know if it was from the irony of it all or the joy in the 


end. 


"But hey, we're here now, yeah? Don't worry Lars, we're going back to that shithole of a time anytime soon,' 


Kirk said, "Not on my watch, at least." 
Lars just took him by the shoulders and kissed him again His words could never express the feelings that 
flowed over the rim of his heart, and even the kiss was a severe underestimation of how he truly felt. Kirk, 


however, probably knew, despite it all. 


They've been fighting the same battle for twenty years, their feelings were so closely intertwined that they 


might as well be akin to each other. 

They lingered on each other's lips, for how long? Neither of them remembered, but they didn't seem to care. 
The day passed them by. They spent the day together at Kirk's, yapping away at memories and then sharing 
quiet when the time came around. Soon the sun dyed the sky a blood orange, and Lars stepped outside because 


he felt that a call needed to be made. 


Lars leaned up against the railing of the patio. As the dial tone was shrill in his ear, Lars admired the sharp 


contrast of the city to the bright sky. Then he heard a scruff, tired voice greet him. 
| don't want details, but at least tell me that something good happened" 

"Wow, have a little faith in me Het." 

There was a silence on the other end, and Lars cleared his throat. 


"James? Having fun fantasizing about Kirk and |?" 


"You sound like you're glowing. Jesus, | didn't think it could be possible for someone to sound that happy." 
Lars couldn't help the flush that made way to his cheeks. 

"Well, something short of a miracle happened last night. | can't help it" 

"No.. it's a good thing, You sound good" 

"Thanks James, but | can't say the same thing for you though: 


"| was left wide-awake, fearing that if this shit somehow went wrong, | would be left with no band. Do you 


expect me to sound fuckin’ estatic?" 

"Whoopsie." 

Lars could practically hear the roll of his eyes on the other side. 

"Whoopsie, my ass. Whatever, you guys seem fine. Just come to practice on time." James sighed. 

"Ill try." Lars said, 

"And Lars?" 

Hm?" 

"Be good to him." 

"Yeah, that's the plan 

James grunted. 

"Take care, Lars." James said. 

"See you." Lars said. 

Then the line sizzled out and Lars let the phone hang by his side. 

Lars could easily take this moment to look back and shun himself for what he should've done all those years 
ago. He's waited for so, so long and lived in fear of something that was never there, and in the end it's taken 
twenty years of time away from someone that he loves. He can feel like absolute shit about it and beat 


himself up for being so afraid for all those years. 


But he doesn't. 


Lars stuck the phone deep in his pocket and shrugged off the shame, the guilt and allowed it to dissolve with 
the setting sun. The warmth brushed him and then it was gone, and the moon has begun to hang its leery 
gaze over the city. 


Lars smiled to the ghost of the sun, and then turned to head back into the apartment; where he knew Kirk 


would be waiting. 


